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NA 


Jerry was standing next to the ten-foot-tall Christmas tree. He wore faded black jeans with holes in the knees, 
scuffed up boots, and a black jacket over a plain white t-shirt. His hair tumbled down his back, nearly reaching 
his ass. He held a bottle of beer in one hand -the good, imported shit in the green bottles. He was listening to 
Cornell, who kept distracting him by touching all the goddamn ornaments on the tree and taking slow drags off 
a joint. 


Nancy and Cameron always threw a Christmas Eve party and, since many of their careers had taken off and 
taken friends around the world, whomever found themselves back in Seattle for the holidays always found 
themselves at this party. Whomever was stuck out on the road would always be jealous of the tales they 
were sure to hear about when they came home. Because that was the thing about the "grunge" bands. For 
better or worse, Seattle and their friends were home. Nancy wanted them all to remember that. Hers was a 


place to which they would always be welcomed home. 


When the front door opened, Jerry glanced in that direction, still trying in vain to pay attention to what Chris 
was saying. But all hope of that left when he walked in the door. 


"Holy shit," Jerry murmured. 


Chris turned to see what Jerry was looking at. He laughed and said, "Can you believe it? He looks totally 
different, right?" 


"Not totally." 


Stone Gossard walked in with his band mates, Jeff and Mike. All of his hair was gone. He had shaved it all off 
back in August while on the Lollapalooza tour with Chris and Soundgarden. By December, it had grown out a 
little but it was still jarring to Jerry, who hadn't seen Stone in months. There was something different about 
him. Not only had Stone shaved his head, but gone were the tight jeans and vests, replaced by oversized t- 
shirts that nearly reached his knees and pants that Jerry was sure he could fit into as well as Stone. 


He gave Chris a little smile and excused himself. Jerry made a direct path to Stone, putting a hand on his 
shoulder. "What the hell did you do?" He asked with a smile and then wound his arm around the other man, 
pulling him into a hug. "Merry Christmas, Stoney!" 


Stone hesitated for half a second and then slid an arm around Jerry. "Merry Christmas. Good to see you, 
Jerry" 


Jerry pulled back lifted his hand to Stone's head, gently rubbing his short hair. "This is new." 
With a bit of an uncomfortable smile, he moved away from Jerry's hand. "Yeah," Stone shrugged. "Just felt like 
doing it one night. Might have been drunk" He spotted Nancy in the dining room. "Let me to say hi to Nance 


and Cam." 


Jerry scowled ard tilted his head as he watched Stone hurry away from him. He was acting strange, Jerry 
thought. But that thought vanished as quickly as it arose when Mike came along and gave him a gentle elbow. 


"Hey, buddy! Welcome home!" Jerry greeted him. 


Mike must have started early. He was giggly and affectionate and gave Jerry a big hug. He winked at him 
before moving on to Kim and, ultimately, Chris, who gave the shorter man a tight hug. 


As the party progressed, people became louder and rowdier, until Stone had had enough. He wobbled his way up 
the staircase, knowing Nancy kept a couple of spare bedrooms. He decided he'd find one and escape for a while. 


Jerry excused himself from the conversation he was having with Ben and Matt and Layne and started for the 


staircase. 


Layne grabbed his elbow. "Do you know what you're doing?" Even high as a kite, Layne had this uncanny ability 


to read and feel whatever was going on around him. 


Jerry leaned into him and spoke softly in Layne's ear. "I just want to talk to him. You know something's not 


right." 
"Just ..talk." Layne gave Jerry a look 


"Just talk." He knew exactly what the look as all about. Jerry grinned as he reached up and straightened his 
imaginary halo before he turned for the stairs again 


Stone found a bedroom and quietly ducked into it. He sat on the side of the large bed and had taken to staring 
at his reflection in the mirrored closet doors. He lifted his hand to his head and slowly rubbed his short hair. 
It was like watching someone else, a total stranger. 

"Stoney? You in here?" Jerry called in a low voice as he opened the door only wide enough to peek in. 


He quickly brought his hand down. "Y-yeah. What?" 


Stepping into the room, Jerry smiled and closed the door behind him, turning the lock. "Just wanted to make 


sure you weren't getting sick Remember last year, Mike Starr threw up in a vase?" 
Stone wrinkled his nose. "Cam didn't find it for like a week" 


Jerry chuckled softly as he moved to sit down beside Stone. He met Stone's gaze in the mirror. "Busy year, 


huh?" 
The other man nodded. "But it's what we wanted" He sighed. "Exactly. What. We. Wanted” 
"Exactly?" 


Stone nodded again and dropped his gaze to his lap, watching his fingers turn the silver band on his right ring 
finger. 


"How many shows did you do this year?" 

"A hundred thirty." 

Jerry thought for a moment. "That's one every third day." 
"Thank you, math wizard." 

Jerry ignored his sarcasm. "Tired?" 

"Nah." 


He turned his head and gave Stone a look, raising his eyebrows as if to say, "You're full of shit." 


"Exhausted," Stone laughed sadly as he met Jerry's gaze. 


The blonde moved a little closer and wound his arm around Stone. "Is that what this new look is all about? | bet 


you can sleep an extra three minutes now that you don't have to wash all that hair." 

"Who washes his hair?" Stone asked, the sarcasm once again thick in his voice. 

"I do. Occasionally." 

"| can see that. Tonight?" 

Jerry grinned. "Just for the party!" 

Stone started to feel a little more relaxed. He enjoyed talking to Jerry, always had. There was something 
soothing about the other man hat Stone never really noticed before. He leaned into Jerry a bit and sighed. "You 
ever feel like it could just sort of swallow you up?" 

Jerry closed his eyes and exhaled slowly. "Just about every second of every day." 

"How do you not let it?" 

"| drink a lot. And coke helps, too." He tried to sound like he was joking, but Stone knew better. 

"Don't think | want to do that." 

"Don't blame you." 

"Tried to take all the attention off" 

"Off what?" 

"Me" 

"By cutting your hair and wearing tents?" 

Stone couldn't stop his little chuckle. "It's not a tent. But yeah, | guess." 

"Well, | got news for you, kid. It ain't gonna work" 

"No?" 


"Nah" Jerry tightened his arm around Stone and pressed his cheek to the top of his head. "It doesn't matter if 


you have long hair or short hair or if your jeans show off your hot ass or not, people will always pay 


attention to you." 

"Because of the stupid MTV thing, coming up here and ruining shit" 

"No." 

"No?" Stone turned his head slightly, meeting Jerry's eyes in the mirror again 


"Because you're Stone fucking Gossard and nothing you do out here is going to change who you are inside. 


That's why people pay attention to you. That's why | pay attention to you." 

Stone's breath hitched and he struggled to catch his emotions before they got the better of him. He took a 
deep breath and turned his head, looking anywhere but into the mirror. Jerry caught his obvious discomfort 
and leaned away from him. 

Fucking ..shit," Stone murmured as he swiped his fingers across his closed eyes. 

‘Its okay," Jerry whispered. 

He kept his arm around Stone as they sat, side by side, in a sort of tense but not uncomfortable silence for 
several minutes before Stone turned his body toward Jerry. Wordlessly, he reached out and gently pet Jerry's 
hair. 

It wasn't this long last time | saw you." 

"Extensions. The label insisted." 

Stone cracked up. "Shut up." 

Jerry grinned. "Made me get an implant, too. They thought the sock was so 1980s." 

He shook his head but continued to run his fingers through Jerry's silky flaxen hair. "Thank you, Jerry." 

"For what?" 

"Being a good friend," Stone replied as he pressed his fingertips into Jerry's scalp and massaged. 

Layne's words echoed in Jerry's head as he closed his eyes and reached his other arm around the front of 
Stone. "Stoney?" He meant to use a low tone, but it came out as a breathy whisper. "Do you know what you're 


doing?" 


"Not a fucking clue, but | don't want to stop." 


"| dont want you to, either." Jerry leaned into Stone and rested his head on his shoulder. 


Stone continued to stroke Jerry's hair, making him purr. "If you keep making that noise, I'm gonna have a 


problem." 

"Not my fault," Jerry quietly replied. "What kind of problem?" 

With his lips close to Jerry's ear, Stone sighed, "The very fucking hard kind.” 
"My favorite kind of problem." 

With a soft laugh, Stone whispered, "Why am | not surprised?" 


Jerry abruptly pulled out of Stone's arms and hurriedly took off his jacket. One sleeve got stuck on a bracelet 
around his wrist and Jerry frantically tugged at it before Stone calmly took it and carefully pulled it off. 


"See? If you wore baggy clothes, that wouldn't happen’ 

Jerry pouted as he grabbed at Stone's t-shirt and pulled it up. When he had the other man shirtless, he 
lunged at him, forcing Stone onto his back, and moved over him. With a loud gasp, Stone wrapped his hands into 
Jerry's hair again while his neck was attacked. Jerry's lips were soft and caressing at first, increasingly 
becoming fevered as he nipped at Stone. He sank his teeth in, biting down hard, as he rolled his hips, grinding 
his erection against Stone. Stone's fingers carded through Jerry's long hair before taking two fistfuls and 
pulling back. Jerry hissed as he was forced to break contact and lift his head. 

"Did you just give me a fucking hickey?" 

His blue eyes danced with mischief as Jerry snickered. 

"Fucker. | guess | have to give one to you now.’ 


Jerry's grin widened. "| might come if you do." 


Stone faltered for just a moment. "Oh. Darn" He giggled as he rocked Jerry back and forth and then rolled 
over, forcing Jerry back He gave him a wide-eyed smile before dipping his head and latching onto Jerry's neck 


As Stone bit down, Jerry's growl grew louder and louder as he bucked his hips. "Stone! Fuck!" He cried out. 
Pulling back, Stone lifted himself up slightly and looked down at the large bulge in Jerry's jeans. "You didn't” 


Jerry panted. "I'm so fucking close, baby. Please." 


Stone grinned when Jerry called him baby. He teasingly lifted Jerry's shirt as he moved down, pressing soft 


kisses to his stomach while he opened Jerry's jeans. "Wow. Commando?" 

sia 

‘Let me guess. Your label" 

"Uh-huh" 

"This isn't exactly what | meant when | asked if you felt like it could swallow you up." 


"Oh." Jerry smirked as he tenderly slid his hand over Stone's head. When Stone took him into his mouth, Jerry 
inhaled sharply and let it out slowly through parted lips, closing his eyes. 


To Jerry's surprise, Stone swallowed down every drop of his come and then gave him a wicked grin. "Thats not 
what | meant, either." 


Jerry drew him back up and kissed him, slowly dragging his tongue across Stone's bottom lip. "I know what you 
meant. Don't let it happen to you, Stone. Please don't." His voice took on an unexpected, desperate edge and 
Jerry felt something tugging at his heart. Ignoring it, Jerry gave the him another, deeper kiss as he rolled 
Stone onto his back again. He started to work his way down Stone's chest, planting soft, warm, wet kisses. 
"Fucking beautiful," He murmured before taking a nipple between his lips and flicking it with the tip of his 


tongue. 


Stone hissed as he took Jerry's hair into his fists again. When Jerry gently nibbled around his navel, Stone 
mewled and rolled his hips, unable to stop himself from gently thrusting. 


"What's the matter, baby?" 
"Fuck, Jerry. I'm so fucking hard. Please make me come." 


"Gladly," Jerry purred as he opened Stone's pants. He pushed them wide open and carefully lowered Stone's 
shorts, freeing his cock. Jerry licked his lips and then sealed them around the head, sucking softly. 


By the time Jerry had him deep in his throat, Stone was practically howling. His fingernails were pressed into 
Jerry's scalp as he urged him down farther. With a final cry of Jerry's name, Stone released his seed. As 
tears pooled and spilled over, Stone trembled. He squeezed his eyes closed and the tears rolled down the sides 


of his face. 


Jerry lifted his head as he swallowed. "Hey," He whispered as he moved alongside of the other, gently wiping at 
Stone's tears with his thumb. "Was | that bad?" 


With a little chuckle, Stone shook his head once. "Jerk" 


Jerry kissed his cheek. "Gonna be okay?" 
Stone nodded as he rolled toward Jerry, wrapped him up in his arms, and buried his face in Jerry's hair. 


As Jerry pet Stone's head again, he murmured in his ear, "I could get used to the short hair, | guess. Better 


access for hickeys." 
"If you ever cut yours, I'll be pissed” 
"Can't." 


"Right. Extensions.” 


